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Here’s the article that told the real 
story r of the all-time Hollywood sex 
symbol nine years ago. . . 

THE JEAN 
HARLOW 
STORY 

by Allen Lebrow 

' X here is an old cliche which avows 
that great minds run in the same channel. 

It is amazing how certain types of small 
minds follow the same pattern, and, more- 
over, also seem to move at exactly the same 
speed. Movie producers are an example. 

Jean Harlow, the lovely and exciting 
“blonde bombshell”, led one of the most 
sensational and tragically dramatic lives 
in Hollywood’s history. That life ended 27 
years ago, however. Nevertheless, today, 
three — not one, not two, but count ’em, 
three — Hollywood producers are rushing 
film versions of the Harlow life into pro- 
duction, and the race between these quick- 



Jean Harlow scored her first big 
hit with Ben Lyon in the epic 
"Hell’s Angels”. 



Jean Harlow’s marriage to Paul 
Bern was one of Hollywood’s 
tragic jokes. 








of guys and a beer. 

After the survey, twenty-eight 
hundred of the missionaries had 
nervous prostration and had to 
be sent back to darkest Africa to 
recover. The other two hundred 
renounced the trade and became 
purveyors. 

But the survey without the 
help of an IBM machine saucily 
demonstrated that the so-called 
show girls have less inhibitions, 
they have less morals, they are 
more open to suggestions, any 
suggestions, and they have such 
a thorough grounding in sex 
that they make unexcelled play- 
mates. Hunting them is the 
noblest sport of all. 

So what equipment does a 
hunter need to bag this shapely 
game? A little money, a lot of 
nerve, a smattering of clothes, 
some time, and a wealth of prod- 
ding hormones. 

The lair of show girls is 
located in cheap apartments 


near to a theater or a studio; 
these places always feature pre- 
tentious names such as The La 
Scala Annex or The Seven Lively 
Arts Flophouse. These places are 
much like the hotel Wilson 
Mizner ran in old New York and 
of which he jested, "You could 
get off at any floor and knock 

But it is better not to knock; 
you want to see the inmates be- 
fore you make any choices. The 
best way to get the girls into 
the hall is to open a champagne 
bottle, making certain that the 
cork pops loudly. This will bring 
more chorines out into the hall 
than a cry of“Fire!” 

Champagne! A blessed treat 
to these self-designated show 
girls. Champagne — the symbol 
of luxuries they cannot afford, 
they who were sired on cheap 
wines, vanilla extract, and then 
graduated into Sterno, shaving 
lotion and feminine balms laced 


J push you over a that matter she could have 

i couch. It's upset- thirds. Let us share the wealth, 
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first-hand. How she 
fell will appear in a 
later issue. How she 
looked, since she 


looked so good, we 
insisted on showing 
here and now. The 
bit with the statues 
and delicately 
shaped bottles is a 
digest way of say- 
ing that Rea's hob- 
bies are Greek sculp- 
ture and ancient 
glass-blowing. She 
became interested 
in these while back 
in college studying 
archeology. For 
awhile she even 
gave serious 







ing an archeologist 
bui discarded the 
idea because she 
didn't dig all the old 
fossils in the field — 
pun intended. How- 
ever, since she still 


enjoys playing 
around old ruins, 
we've nominated 
ourselves as an old 
ruin she's more than 
welcome to investi- 



“If you hear a yell for 'Help,' Roberts, I want 
you to come running , . . it’ll probably be me." 
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Screenland prostitutes are on the rise 
and there's no let-up in sight. . . 



HARLOTS 


by Frank Thistle 


S trumpets are always a surplus 
commodity on the cinemarket, 
but currently the U.S. movie audience 
is suffering an unusually acute em- 
barrassment of bitches.” 

Time Magazine made this candid 
comment not long ago and it suc- 
cinctly sums up the current fetish of 
the movie industry — producing films 
about prostitutes. 

To date some 30 to 40 films have 
been released spotlighting the world’s 
oldest profession. Scores of top ac- 
tresses have played prostitutes on 
the screen and the trend shows no 
sign of abating. 

Currently in production is Fanny 
Hill, based on the 225-year-old British 
novel by John Clelland about the life 
and loves of a prostitute. Another 
lesser-known film also in production 
about a prostitute is The Naked Kiss, 
starring Constance Towers, an actress 
who believes in thoroughly preparing 
for every role. 

When she did the Southern planta- 
tion belle with John Wayne in John 
Ford’s The Horse Soldiers, she spent 


days at a riding stable renewing 
her acquaintance with horse- 
back riding. When she played a 
stripper in Samuel Fuller’s 
Shock Corridor, she spent 
several evenings at a Hollywood 
night club watching strippers 
disrobe. 

When asked what kind of re- 
search she had done for her role 
as a prostitute, Connie grinned 
and said: "I just read a lot of 

Despite the sordid subject 
matter of the film, Connie is de- 
lighted with her role. 


“It really is a tour de force," 
she said. "I kill a man, I get 
drank, just everything!" 

Shirley MacLaine, who played 
the role of prostitute Irma La 
Douce in the movie of the same 
name, went one step further 
than Connie Towers in preparing 
for her screen part. Rather than 
read books about prostitutes, 
like Connie did, Shirley sat in as 
a technical observer at a Paris 
bordello for a few days to school 
herself in the nuances of a pros- 
titute’s profession. 

Blending whatever erudition 
was made available to her there 
with her own surmises on the 
character she Was to play, Shir- 
ley turned in a stellar perform- 
ance of a prostitute as a simple 
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working girl, chaste in spirit, 
who accosted prospects and 
made boudoir deals as guileless- 
ly as housewives casing the Jan- 
uary white sales. 

"In this part, they couldn't 
have a girl who looks like a tart 
who enjoys her work,” says 
Shirley. "That's why the stand- 
ard Hollywood sex symbol in the 
role would have been disastrous. 
This girl had to be a naive, wide- 
eyed, innocent-looking young 
thing. Like I am." 

Producer Bill Wilder decided 
to make Irma La Douce after 


previously guiding Shirley and 
co-star Jack Lemmon in The 
Apartment , a sexy flicker which 
scored at the box office. 

“We did Irma La Douce as a 
nice, clean, warm and senti- 
mental story about the emanci- 
pation of prostitution," Wilder 
says. “We did it with taste and 
feeling." 

Some critics, however, felt 
that a movie about a girl who 
makes love for a living could 
hardly be considered good, clean 
fun. Nevertheless, movie pro- 
ducers have learned that movies 
about prostitutes can be counted 
on to clean up at the box office. 

For example, films like But- 
terfield 8. As a novel by John 
O'Hara, it was a crude but af- 


fecting tart's tragedy. The movie 
version, which starred Elizabeth 
Taylor, painted a somewhat dif- 
ferent picture for greater box- 
office appeal. 

Liz played a wanton babe of 
flimsy morals who tries to get 
ahead in the world by giving out 
her telephone number to likely 
prospects. Fittingly, her charac- 
ter’s name is Gloria Wanderlust. 

In the book, which was based 
on the 1931 real-life tragedy of 
a gay young thing who called 
herself Starr Faithfull, the her- 
oine was a semi-professional 
call-girl with a phone on Man- 
hattan's Butterfield exchange. 

Italian sexpot Gina Lollobrigi- 
da played a high-priced call-girl 
in Go Naked in the World — and 
the glamorous Gina did just that 
most of the time in the lurid 
melodrama. 

As the story begins, Anthony 
Franciosa is on a month’s leave 
from the Army, undecided 
whether to re-enlist or go to 
work for his bossy contractor- 
father, Ernest Borgnine. He 
finds Julie, or Lollo, an easy con- 
quest, not realizing she is a lady 
of easy virtue. Lollo says she 
wants to keep their relationship 
"on a casual basis” because, 
having been once unhappily mar- 
ried, she doesn't want any man 
to "become necessary" to her. 

Franciosa, of course, does “be- 
come necessary," and vice versa. 
He moves into her apartment 
and all goes merrily along until 
he escorts her to his parents’ 
30th anniversary celebration. 
Half the men present take one 
look at Lollo and are thrown into 
consternation or hysterics. And 
Tony’s pop is one of them. He 
laces into Tony for bringing 
“that slut here". 

Tony, suddenly waking up to 
the facts of life, grabs his doxy 
and rushes out into the night. 
Cries he: "I’ve been hooked by a 
hooker!" From then on, things 
go from bed to worse. After 
their next romp in the hay, Tony 
leaves Lollo a sizable sum on the 
mantel. 
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In Ada, Susan Hayward plays 
a fallen woman who pulls herself 
up from bawdyhouse to gover- 
nor’s mansion by her garter 
straps. One election year in 
Louisiana, she entertains a can- 
didate for governor, Dean Mar- 
tin, who so deeply appreciates 
her “campaign contribution” 
that he asks her to marry him. 
She does, and when he wins in 
November the scarlet woman 
suddenly becomes the first lady. 

Jane Fonda, the talented 
daughter of actor Henry Fonda, 
portrayed a grubby, foot-loose 
prostitute in Walk on the Wild 
Side. Much of the action in the 
film takes place in a New Or- 
leans fancy house where Jane 
plies her trade. The film was 
based on the seamy novel of the 
same name by Nelson Algren. 

In Claudelle Inglish, Diane 
McBain is a common Dixie doxy 
who starts out poor but honest, 
the daughter of a tenant farmer 
in the Deep South. Jilted by the 
boy she loves, she decides to get 
even. She paints her lips, flips 
her hips and turns into a real 
little hussy. For miles around, 
the gay young blades — and some 
not so young — come on the dou- 
ble to sample her wares. They 
bring her presents and she pays 
off. 

As a candid call-girl, Anne 
Francis tells the details of her 
life in the oldest profession to 
an analyst in Girl of the Night, 
based on a study of call-girls by 
Dr. Harold Greenwald, a psy- 
chiatrist. 

She undergoes psychiatric 
treatment because she wants to 
get out of “the racket” after a 
brutal beating by a sadist. The 
picture hews to the clinical, psy- 
choanalytical point of view and 
from this standpoint is fairly 
fascinating. 

Perhaps the best and most re- 
alistic film produced to date on 
the life of a prostitute is My Life 
to Live , produced by Frenchman 
Jean Luc Godard and starring 
Anna Kaitaa. The film is com- 
pletely offbeat in the method 
and structure of telling the tale 
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of the far-from-happy experi- 
ences of a young Parisian pros- 

The simplest way to describe 
it is as a simulated documentary 
film, recounting the decline and 
fall of a pretty, shallow girl. In 
a sense, it might be regarded as 
a social worker's ease report. 
In one section, Anna asks her 
procurer how to go about her 
work and he tells her in detail, 
very professionally, while the 
pictures on the screen are a mon- 
tage of shots of her doing as she 
is told. While candid and sordid 
as screen material, the film is 
not erotic or lascivious, but it is 
ugly and repulsive. Obviously, 
the film was not intended to be a 
glamorization of the life of a 
prostitute. 

One of the less sordid films 
about a prostitute was Never on 
Sunday, a bright foreign film 
starring Melina Mercouri. This 
rollicking, philosophical fable 
concerns an intellectual Ameri- 
can tourist who tries to reform a 
merry Greek prostitute. 


Melina Mercouri's perform- 
ance in Never on Sunday won 
her the best-actress award at 
the Cannes Film Festival in 
1962. 

Sophia Loren, the famed Ital- 
ian sexpot, played a prostitute 
in Yesterday, Today and Tomor- 
row. Cast opposite Marcello 
Mastroianni, an episode in the 
film revolves around a prosti- 
tute's attraction for a young 
man studying for the priesthood. 
In the film's sexiest scene, So- 
phia does a slow, provocative 
striptease in Marcello's bedroom 
before crawling into the sack 

Few pictures about prostitutes 
have been, as successful as The 
World of Suzie Wong, which 
starred Nancy Kwan as a Chi- 
nese floozy with a heart of gold. 

Wrote movie columnist Ers- 
kine Johnson: “Nancy Kwan 
gives a fantastic and wondrous 
first performance as Susie 
Wong. She's my No. 1 choice of 
all the actresses who have 
( continued on page 69) 



"I found out what 'Ju-Ju House' means in English !' 
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When it came to gettin 
the gals, he had time 
as well as a line 
going for him . . . 


I bank time," he said, grin- 
ning like a madman. “I've 
accumulated a stack of One 
Month bills, One Week bills, and 
I don't know how many One 
Day and One Hour bills. I even 
have some One Year bills. That's 
how I stay young." 

“Oh yeah?” she answered, 
leaking a grin herself. 

“Sure. 'One year — in time 
payable to the bearer on 
demand,' for example — that's 
what a One Year bill says. I 
just cash one of 'em whenever I 
feel I’m getting a little old." 

She blew him another laugh; 
he felt it singing through him. 

‘ Come on up to my place," he 
chuckled, mimicking the line, 
playing it up with an exag- 
gerated wink, "and I'll show you 
my only Five Year bill.” 

"Oh God!” she cackled. "Oh 
God, what a line. Who in the hell 
are you, anywiy? Oh, you 
screwball, you delicious screw- 
ball!" 
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by John D. Keefauver 


Laughter screamed out of her 
in rich hunks, rolled like velvet 
balls through the plush hotel 
lounge, near-empty on a late 
weekday night. She’d been sit- 
ting alone at the bar when he'd 
come in, laughing then, too, at 
something the bartender had 
said ; and he'd decided right then 
that she was for him. A sense of 
humor was important. And she 
was attractive. Maybe even 
beautiful. Nice body, nice 
legs, hair the color of fresh 
strawberries. Tight dress. Sexy. 
And, finally, young. Younger 
than he. Lots. That was impor- 
tant, too; necessary even. His 
hair had turned, what there was 
left of it; and he wasn't as slen- 
der as he used to be. His chest 
had slipped. Lines streaked from 
his eyes. Youth streaking away. 

So he'd sat down beside her. 
Talk came easily; after all, he 
was well practiced. And no 
woman with a sense of humor 
had ever been able to resist his 


banking-time talk. He had 
maneuvered the conversation 
onto his age — as usual — , some- 
thing in itself that marked him 
as certainly a different kind of 
older man trying to make it with 
a young woman, that by itself 
set him apart. That’s what he 
wanted. He teas different. "I'm 
younger than you are,” he had 
said, staying with his grin. 
“Actually. I bank time." And 
then he’d gone into his bills-of- 
time line, making points all the 
way. They all loved it; they all 
thought he was a screwball 
comedian. “Oh, you screwball, 
you delicious screwball;" that’s 
right, honey, that's right. 

"I don't remember exactly 
when I started banking time," he 
went on, winking and gri nnin g, 
"but I do know I made a bad 
mistake at first — I changed it all 
into seconds." 

"How horrible," she giggled, 
ickling her drink. 

"You see, I thought that if I 
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could change all the years I had 
left in me into seconds, I’d be a 
rich man. Millions of seconds 
would be mine. Think of it! 
Eighty-six thousand and four 
hundred a day!" 

"Whee!” 

“Whee, hell! It only led to 
trouble. Don't ever be tempted." 

“I’ll try not." 

“You see, as soon as I con- 
verted my years into this small 
change, I began to worry about 
losing it, about spending it loose- 
ly. No matter what I did or how 
fast I did it, I spent incredibly 
large amounts of seconds. Just 
trickled away, you know.” 
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“I got up earlier, spent jess 

ly smaller breakfast, took a taxi 
to the office — generally did 
everything at a faster and faster 
clip. Trying to keep track of 
where all the seconds went, I 
even kept a log of every minute 
I spent — where, when, why, how 
it all went. You know?” 

“Weekends about killed me: 
there was no way to save time 
during them. I was very un- 
happy. Very, All this time slip- 
ping away. I could see myself 
growing old — and broke — in a 
very little while. I wished I had 


my big hunks of time back. 
Years and months and weeks 
don’t go so fast, you know. I 
wanted my time in big bills 
again. In years. Seven fives and 
five ones, say." 

“Oh, you screwball! Oh!” 

That's right, honey, that’s 
right. Laugh. 

“I wanted no more of this 
small change. There should be a 
Time Bank, don't you think, so 
that a man can change at least 
a few thousand of his rapidly 
disappearing seconds into big 
bills?" 

"Oh, absolutely.” 

"Well, now, in thinking and 
thinking about the fix I'd got my- 
self into, I suddenly saw what I 
thought was the truth: that 
there was no such thing as a 
second or a minute or an hour 
or a day or a week or a month 
or a year. They were only fig- 
ures, marks on paper, words. 
Who has ever seen a second? A 
minute? Nobody, of course. 
They don’t exist. They are 
simply words and marks to keep 
the world in order. So I said the 

“Like that,” she giggled, 
sweeping red fingernails into the 

He raised a warning hand. 
“Yeah, but get this. While I was 
laughing and feeling great for 
the first time in months, I felt 
something — - something strange 
— hit my face, my hands, my 
whole body. A draft, a brushing 
of the wind. I was in my apart- 
ment at the time, and all the 
windows and doors were shut. It 
couldn’t have been a draft." 

“Course not. It was your sense 
of humor, you screwball.” 

“You know what it was? 
Seconds ! Hitting me were 
seconds. Seconds rushing by, 
very fast, so fast that when I 
thought about it, it made my 
head whirl. They were going by 
me like the wind. And, honey, 
even a touch of a draft gives me 
a cold. A breeze is a personal 

"Screwball!" 

( continued on page 35 ) 
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THE SCREWBALL 

( continued from page SO) 

"Yeah, that’s me, baby," 

"You know what had hap- 
pened, of course?” 

“Not the faintest." 

"Well, all my concentration on 
time had made me extra-sen- 
sitive to it, so sensitive that I 
could actually feel it going by. 
What do you think of that?” 

“I think it’s delightful. Let me 
buy you a drink." 

"Okay. My first thought, of 
course, was to jump into bed . . .’’ 
"Of course.” 

“. . . pull the covers over my 
head, and stay there for the rest 
of my life. I’m basically a 
coward, you see. But before I 
could do that, I felt a bigger 
bump, and then in a short time 
another bump, bigger than the 
seconds and spaced at longer in- 
tervals. They were minutes," he 
revealed. 

“Of course, of course!" 

He drank. “So I waited a while 
and, sure enough, it wasn’t long 
before I felt an even bigger 
bump. That was an hour. And by 
the next morning I’d felt, in addi- 
tion to second-bumps and min- 
ute-bumps, and hour-bumps, a 
tremendous bump." 

“A day!" she howled. 

“Right. A day." 

“Screwball. Screw ballV' 

"Well, I realized right then 
that I had myself a golden op- 
portunity. I had a chance to save 
all the time I wanted — in big 
bills. And I took advantage of it, 
you bet. As the big bills went by 
me I grabbed them. I put them 
in what I called my Time Bank. 
I didn't pay any attention to the 
small change — the seconds. I 
eventually got so I was letting 
minutes go by, too.” 

“Naturally.” 

“In short, I became a very 
wealthy man. As I’ve told you, I 
accumulated a pile of One 
Month, One Week, One Day and 
One Hour bills. And bigger ones. 
I couldn’t spend them fast 
enough. Last Christmas I gave 


away hundreds of One Hour 
bills. 

“Think about it," he said. 

"I am,” Snickers bubbled her 

“I'm a man who is accumulat- 
ing time faster than I can spend 
it. I can't use it up fast enough. 
It’s backing up on me. And as 
ordinary people use up time, 
they get older. 

“In other words,” he said, 
throwing her another wild grin, 
"I'm going backwards in time. 
I'm getting younger, not older. 
That's why I'm younger than 
you are now. Next year — or next 
something — I’ll be even younger. 
What do you think of that?" 

"Screwball, screwball! Oh my 
God, my God, what a story! 
What an imagination!" 

“You haven't seen nothing yet. 
Come on up to my place and see 
my Five Year bill!" 

“Screwball, screwball! Sure. 
Sure I'll come up to your place. 
I'd come up to any place with a 


screwball like you." 

“That’s right, honey, that’s 

“I live right here in the hotel," 
he said. ‘Tm a traveling man." 

"A salesman!" she whooped. 

“Sort of, honey. Sort of." 

They walked out into the 
lobby and into the elevator. In 
his room he told her more funny 
stories, and she laughed and 
laughed and told him he was 
a screwball a number of times. 
Even in his bed she kept laugh- 
ing. She really had a sense of 
humor. In the morning she lost 
it. Hurrying quietly on bare feet 
across the thick wall-to-wall, she 
jerked open the bathroom door 
— to find her funny man, sitting 
in his underwear, knobby knees 
showing, paunchy, gray-whis- 
kered. exhausted, rapidly — fran- 
tically — counting bills from a 
pile in an opened suitcase in 
front of him, each with a de- 
nomination on it — in time.* 



“Now that's what I call a real Greek tragedy!" 
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If you ’re after the sexotic senoritas down Mexico 
way you ll run smack into the macho complejo . . . 



El Sehor 
Sigmundo 
Freud 


lo the wealthy Americano how 
readily they can make a woman 
submit to their wishes. That 
proves their vigor and their 
equality, it’ not their superiority. 
It also establishes another very 
important fact. If later the girl 
conies to your table and if you 
should find her agreeable and 
ask her to sit with you — then 
you know what?” 

I nodded. It was becoming 

“Vuu arc right, ll will only 
establish your own inferiority 
because you are seeking second- 
hand merchandise, merchandise 
which they have already handled. 
It is sad hut that is the wav it is. 
It is belter lo look the other way 
so the girl will he spared some 
of the humiliation. l)o you not 

“-Si,” I said; ll made me feel 
cold, hut Jalisco's words made 
many things clearer to me, many 
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“ll is also unfair,” I said. “I 
am here simply lo enjoy myself 

people as honestly and fairly us 
possible. 1 feel no superiority 
nor do I want to feel any.” 

“That is true. That is the sad 
part of it. It is something which 
can be unmade only through 
many years, and only then if 
things improve for the working 

(continued on page 65) 


lit'le things which had happened 
lo me since coming to Mexico, 
things which involved being with 
people such as Jalisco, Jaime and 
Pedro, friends 1 made quickly 
while touring Mexico City’s bars 
and nightclubs. 

“Someday it will change," 
Jalisco said. "Quite a few things 
are involved. More education 


must come to more people. You 
may not he a rich American in 
your own country. Here, because 
you wear the good clothing, he- 

on the bar and then put still more 
money on the bar, it is thought 
that you must be rich. Pedro is 
your friend, but even with Petiro 
it is sometimes like a blow lo him 
that you can command the serv- 
ice and give the money. It is at 
once In him a blessing and a 
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WIFE SPANKING by Edgar Noble 

S tanley Slaunders is a mild, thing. Tales of women who have right, if he spots any trouble- 
moon-faced man who likes to gone astray, cheated on their some actions to nip it in the bud 
lift up women’s skirts, throw husbands, lied, stolen from boy with physical redress.” 
them (the women, not the friends or in some other devious "By that you mean, posterior 
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BOURBON IN BRIEF 





by Rea Leece 



AN AUDITION FOR 


J_om Jennings, known to 
his associates as T. J., was 
head of the television de- 
partment of the Kraymore 
Agency. Because of his suc- 
cess in creating shows that 
attained high ratings, all 
he required of his assist- 
ant, Roger Heston, was en- 
thusiastic approval of his 
infallible judgment. For 
being the perfect stooge in 
the office and out of the of- 
fice where he assisted T. J. 
in his amatory affairs, 
Roger was on the payroll 
for $15,000 a year. 

T. J. chose Roger be- 
cause of his good looks, his 
knack of wearing clothes 
and his perfect manners. 
Roger made a favorable 
impression when T. J. took 
him along to meet some of 
the company’s clients. He 
was six feet tall and 28 
years old. His hair was jet 
black and his eyes dark 
brown. In contrast, T. J. 
was of average height with 
a face as round as a moon. 
He was partially bald and 
was gradually developing 
a sizable paunch. 

T. J. never suspected 
that Roger had no love for 


him or for his job as "Yes” 
man. Circumstances had 
forced Roger to take the 
position. The firm he had 
been with for five years 
went bankrupt. Roger was 
idle for six months. His 
small savings gone, he soon 
went into debt. To get on 
his feet again, he became 
the subservient lackey. 

In answer to T. J.’s call, 
Roger entered the oak-pan- 
eled office adorned with 
pictures of T. J. posing 
with stars of stage and 
screen. T. J. was sitting 
behind the glass-topped 
mahogany desk. As usual 
it was clear of all papers. 
All that could be seen on 



Movie and television techniques are different, 


the desk were the two tele- 
phones, the onyx inkstand 
with the two ball-point 
pens, and the picture of his 
wife, Doris, in the sterling 
silver frame, smiling at 
him with those big brown 
eyes, her hair curled at her 
shoulders, and the snow 
white teeth revealed 


through the soft, parted 
lips. Doris was an attrac- 
tive woman ten years 
younger than T. J. — only 
32. 

“Busy tonight?” T. J. 
asked. 

Roger gave the required 
answer. “No, sir.” 

“Fine. Sit down.” 




AMBROSE 


MISS 



by Ed Ettinger 


night. Can’t tell when I'll 
be home, so please don’t 
wait up for me. . . . Yes, 
dear, thank you. Bye, bye, 
honey." 

Roger didn’t hear what 
Doris said, but it must 
have been favorable be- 
cause T. J. smiled and said, 
"That’s my girl. Not a word 
of complaint. If I tell her 
it’s business she doesn’t 
mind how late I stay out. 
That's the only kind to 
marry, Roger.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“She hoped I’d put over 
a big deal.” T. J. chuckled. 
“Wait till you see that big, 
blonde, luscious deal.” 
Knowing what was ex- 


but when it comes to casting a pretty girl. . . 


Feeling a trifle guilty, 
T. J. turned the picture of 
his wife so she would not 
be smiling at him, picked 
his private phone and 
dialed his home. 

“Hello, Doris darling,” 
he spoke sweetly. “I’m ter- 
ribly sorry but I’ll be tied 
up with a big client to- 


pected of him, Roger took 
a key from his pocket, the 
key to his bachelor apart- 
ment, and placed it on the 

“I’m considering her for 
the siren in our new day- 
time serial,” T. J. added. 

"Yes, sir.” 

“She's coming up at five 


o’clock. Miss Constance 
Ambrose. She’ll ask for 
you. Take her to dinner at 
Mario's. I'll join you there.” 
“Yes, sir.” 

T. J. believed in a full 
stomach preparatory to an 
expected amatory affair. 
To dine alone with Miss 
Ambrose, however pleas- 
ant, might cause gossip. 
Some righteous individual 
might deem it his moral 
duty to inform Doris of his 
philandering. Therefore he 
used Roger as a blind to 
make everything appear 
perfectly respectable. 

Promptly at five o'clock, 
Miss Ambrose, as directed 
by the receptionist, entered 
Rogers' office preceded by 
a strong odor of perfume. 
She was a tall, blue-eyed, 
ash-blonde with her hair 
piled up on her head like a 
small beehive. She wore a 
black cocktail dress with a 
plunging neckline that ex- 
posed the cleavage of her 
ample breasts. 

“Mr. Heston?" she smiled 
through sensual lips. 

“Won’t you have a seat, 
Miss Ambrose?” 

She chose the chair near 
his desk, adjusted it to face 
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her short skirt a few inches 
above a well-rounded knee. As 
she noticed his quick glance, she 
smiled and said, “Nice legs?" 

“Very nice,” he admitted, 

“No charge for looking," she 
said gayly. “I once posed for 
stocking ads. Maybe you saw 
them in the magazines." She 
drew up her skirt till an inch of 
her bare thigh was visible, "Up 
to here — I posed." 

Miss Ambrose, Roger realized, 
was a lady of no inhibitions. T. 
J. must have sensed it when 
he first met her. 

She rose from the chair, stood 
before him with her hands on 
her hips. "Take a good look at 
my figure. Thirty-seven, twenty- 
four, thirty-six. Nice measure- 
ments?'’ 

Roger nodded. 

She walked towards the door 
with a practiced swing of her 
hips, then turned around and 
came to him with a slinking 
stride, her lips parted as if she 
were panting, and a look of 
seduction in her eyes. When she 
reached him, her knees touched 
his, and she put her hands gent- 
ly on his shoulders. He could 
feel her breath against his face 
as she whispered, "Darling, I 
love you.” 

For an instant Roger had an 
irresistible urge to embrace her 
and kiss her. The girl reeked of 

enticement. Then he remembered 
his status. He was the stooge 
who had to hold the fort for his 
boss. He gently removed her 

She sat down and crossed her 
legs again. "How was that for 
a siren ?” she asked triumphant- 
ly- 

“I’m afraid you’ll blow out the 
picture tubes." 

She laughed. "I’m glad you 
recognize talent. I've got camera 
experience too. I was in a couple 
of Hollywood pictures. I played 
a cigarette girl. Everybody said 
I look gorgeous in tights. An 
agent wanted to get me a job as 
a stripper, but I wouldn’t strip 
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Carroll Baker stars a s Jean 
Harlow in the, upcoming movie. 


were questioned. Even Bern's 
private physician was flown 
back from Hawaii to testify. 

The doctor declared publicly 
that "Bern had suffered a 
physical handicap that would 
have prevented a happy mar- 

But this did not entirely ex- 
plain the mystery, especially 
since Jean had known about 
Bern's infimity all the time 
What was she holding back? 
What was making her suffer 
these silent agonies? What did 
the note really mean ? 

The “second” note mentioned 
by gardener Clifton Davis, who 
later denied its existence, is the 
key to the mystery. 

Davis secretly admitted when 
the tumult was over that after 
talking to family friends and 
MGM executives, he was con- 
vinced it would be “better not to 
say anything about it," since the 
contents were so sensational and 
scandalous. 

"That second note,” declared 
one of Bern’s close friends ( who 
insists on keeping the informa- 
tion off-the-record because he is 
still a top Hollywood director), 
“left no doubt as to what the 



'comedy' was that had caused 
Paul's ‘abject humiliation'. 

"On that fatal night,” (and 
part of this is in the Shulman 
book ) , "Bern, hoping to keep his 
wife from roaming, brought 
home an artificial male organ 
but he had it made so large that 
all it did for Jean when she saw 
it was to make her laugh un- 
controllably. Then, feeling sorry 
for her husband, she tossed it 
away and turned on everything 


she could to try to arouse him. 
And if any woman who ever 
lived could arouse a man, it was 

“But,” said the director, “it 
didn't work. Paul wanted to, and 
no doubt had thought that with 
her he’d be able to, but he 
couldn’t make it. poor devil. He 
was so humiliated he picked a 
fight with her to cover his 
shame and chased her, yelling 
threats. And then what was left 
for him?” 

Because he could not respond 
to the love offers of the sexiest 
girl in Hollywood, Paul Bern 
put a bullet through his head. 
Jean Harlow, who had been 
genuinely moved by his love 
originally, was crushed by the 

When she returned to the Red 
Dust set a week after the 
funeral, she was still pale and 
shaken. Everybody on the set 
was stunned at her appearance. 
Gable had tears in his eyes when 
he saw her. 

“There's the best gal that ever 
lived," he declared. 

Red Dust became an almost 
legendary box office success. 

C continued on page 71 ) 
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Martha regret that 
she took up art in- 
stead of pursuing 
the muse or, she, 
too, would have 
been pari of the act. 
Not that she would 
marry for money, 
but as her mother 
often said, it's just 
as easy to fall in 
love with a rich man 
as a poor man — in 
fact, easier. Martha, 
too, will be going to 
Brazil shortly. The 
girls have arranged 
a one-gal art show 
to show her and her 
art off to the single 
brother left. Not that 
he is the only other 
brother, but he is 
the single single 
brother left and he's 
a modern art enthu- 
siast which explains 
the Mondrian type 
design surrounding 
Martha's pictures. 
If the straight lines 
don't get him, Mar- 
tha's round ones 
should. 
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needed her. 

In 1934, Jean eloped to Yuma 
with her cameraman, Harold 
Rosson. Rosson was a slight, 
soft-spoken chap who would 
only say, “I just want to be near 
Jean. That's all.” 

In eight months the restless 
beauty had divorced Rosson, and 
was again playing the field. 
Then, along the way, she met 
debonair, sophisticated William 
Powell, a cool and worldly type. 
This time she was the one who 
was really caught. 

On the lot when they were 
working together on a picture, 
they were inseparable, and the 
love scenes were eye-catching. 

Jean continued to be the hot- 
test property in Hollywood — its 
most sought-after female. She 
got a fabulous contract in De- 
cember, 1936 — seven years at 
$3,500 per week. The world was 
at her fingertips. In fact, she 
could have everything she want- 
ed, except the man she loved. 

Early in 1937, she and Powell 
had a fight which separated 
them for a time. But, after Jean 
had a siege in a hospital, they 
came back together again and 
Powell was more attentive than 

Shortly afterward, the blonde 
actress became very ill. At the 
end of May she was carried from 
the set, back to the hospital and 
an oxygen tent. 

Dr. E. C. Fishbaugh, her 
physician, and Jean Harlow's 
mother gave conflicting stories 
to the press. One said it was the 
flu, the other mentioned gall- 
stones. Soon Jean needed blood 
transfusions. 

But no medical skill could 
save her. Jean Harlow died June 
8, 1937, of uremic poisoning 
which had reached her brain. 

All cinemaland stopped in 
shocked and unbelieving grief. 
At her funeral was one of the 
biggest turnouts of celebrities in 
the history of Hollywood. The 
most beautiful blonde in 
America died as she had lived — 
glamorously, mysteriously, 
under a strange shadow.* 
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